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ing I shall be "smooth as oil, soft as young down," "pliant as the pendant willow that shows its long leaves in the glassy stream."
Saturday morning. We have taken a long walk through the garden round by the cottage back to the piazza. There are quite an abundance of pears, peaches, and sweet apples. Not yet ripe, but changing rapidly to perfection. I am so undecided about Sharon. We should go at once if at all, though September might answer very well only that it may grow too cold. You did not write me on what day Col. Greene left you. I have a fancy he may be here today. Mr. Owen is very well. In many respects fitted for his present duties. But I see no indication in him, nor indeed in any that I meet, of superior talent, no loft aspirations, no enthusiasm, no towering ambition that presses on in defiance of obstacles; though the development of these gifts is sometimes offensive in early youth to older people, they are the only incentives to noble actions, to future excellence. All that I meet are content to be taken care of. Upset as easily as so many nine-pins. Not fit for her, if she requires as much as her mother.
You give me a little hope that you will come. I have a firm belief that circumstance will make it a necessity. Restless, but
Very truly yours, SABAH
From General Butler to Mrs. Butler
Aug. ISth, 1864
MY DEAREST SARAH: I must be brief this morning. The enemy are now opening on the troops upon my right, and I must go and see to it at once. "Boots and saddles" have sounded. I need hardly tell you how much I was glad to get your little note from the Saint Nicholas. I got it last night. I am sorry you were weary in spirit. I supposed you would be in body, but why in spirit? And you to doubt whether there would be a letter awaiting you when you got home! You see how unjust you are in that, so that you will say you are unjust to me in all. I expect to get a letter tonight from you at home, and I trust a happy one.
You must kiss me and say goodby as you would do if you were here, and I just going out.
BBNJ. F. BUTLER, May. Genl. Army